148	TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
the dark I sang and whistled in cold fear, that nervous
watchers should make no mistake as to who we were.
All this area, from here to Smyrna and all the sea-
board, had in ancient days been a rich fertile land.
It had supplied the corn and the minerals of the Ancient
World and it had teemed with luxurious cities. Now
it was empty, except for a few poor scattered villages.
Touring I came at last to the village of Marmeris that
lies on the headland above the Narrows, where the
current is rapid and the Straits are but a mile broad.
It was the fast of Ramazan ; but the Circassian head-
man gave me good food cooked by his fasting servants
and served by his younger brothers, as was his custom.
To pass his long hungry day he took me down to the
headland. We sat in an ancient graveyard where the
tombs of slabs of stone stood out on every side. Down
to us came the valleys and hills and on these had been
the ancient city of 30,000 souls, with its streets and
houses and baths. Once perhaps in a generation, he
told me, a ploughman would find a diamond or a ruby
dropped in the bygone centuries in the third valley, for
there had been the street of the jewellers. Now the
valleys were full of long grass and wild flowers and trees
swaying in the sea breeze and the warm lazy sun. Over
it all had come the blight of Ottoman rule. The sun
and die fertile soil and the blue rich sea was the same,
but on the shore below us were one stone house and
twenty broken shanties which had replaced the great
town. Continued misrule had destroyed it and Nature
had in due course spread a fresh carpet over the scar.
So was it with all this land.

